When  passing  a  cottage  in  Pictou 
When  the  sun  had  just  faded  from  sight, 

And  the  bleak  wind  that  blew  from  the  mount¬ 
ains 

Betokened  a  cold  winter  night, 

The  voice  of  a  woman  lamenting 
Had  caused  me  some  time  to  remain, 

I  was  grieved  when  saw  I  her  dejected 
And  wept  when  I  heard  her  complain. 

When  she  told  me  her  heart-melting  storv 
With  deep-felt  emotion  I  found, 

T’was  the  mother  of  four  orphan  children 
And  the  widow  of  brave  Captain  Brown. 

“My  husband,  a  gallant  sea  captain 
In  the  glow  of  his  manhood  and  prime 
When  he  sailed  with  a  cargo  of  lumber 
For  Queenstown,  in  Ireland  consigned. 

The  name  of  the  ship  was  the  ‘Juno’ 

That  often  had  crossed  the  wide  main, 

His  crew  were  all  brave,  hardy  sailors, 

But  never  were  heard  from  again. 

Oh  William,  she  feelingly  faltered, 

How  often  I  dreamed  you  were  home, 

But  alas,  oh  how  sad  when  I  waken 
And  know  that  you  never  will  come. 

How  many  and  dark  are  the  secrets 
The  ocean  will  never  reveal, 

And  there  does  the  stormy  Atlantic 
The  fate  of  the  ‘Juno’  conceal. 


How  long  had  I  hoped  he  was  coming 
And  kneeled  with  my  orphans  in  prayer, 
Till  the  hope  that  then  lived  in  my  bosom 
Gave  place  to  the  pangs  of  despair. 

When  I  look  on  the  turbulent  waters 
The  heart  seems  to  die  in  my  breast, 

I  fancy  I  hear  in  the  storm 
The  Sailors’  loud  wail  of  distress. 

Two  years  have  I  looked  for  some  tidings, 

But  what  are  the  tidings  for  me? 

The  heart-piercing  howl  of  the  tempest, 

And  the  deep  solomn  moan  of  the  sea. 

Instead  of  the  storm-tossed  ocean, 

Had  he  died  in  the  land  of  his  birth, 

And  calmly  reposed  with  his  fathers 
Entombed  in  his  own  native  earth, 

When  the  friends  of  his  youth,  and  his  kin 
dred 

Would  look  on  his  grave  with  a  sigh, 

Or  kneeling  would  piously  offer 
A  prayer  with  his  orphans  and  I, 

Undisturbed  by  the  tides  iu  their  changing, 
Or  the  deep  heavy  roll  of  the  wave, 

Where  the  birds  would  return  in  the  spring 
time, 

And  plaintively  sing  o’er  his  grave, 

A  burden  of  care  it  would  lessen 
That  now  in  my  heart  is  enclosed, 

To  visit  the  place  of  his  resting, 

And  know  where  my  sailor  reposed. 

By  L.  Hughs,  Perth  Amboy,  New  Jersey 


